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him out of his solitudes. I wanted to make him acknow-
ledge— And then," she added, "I wanted him. I tried to
laugh myself out of it. I tried to break myself. But I had
come too close. . . . And afterwards I began to love him
as I love him now. That's all. He's not a leader of men in
the open. He will never have a mob following him. If he
finds his own secret it will remain his own secret, but after
he has gone and is forgotten the world will be changed by
it."
"You have answered your own question for me," Rams-
dell said. "Once he and I began to talk about fairy tales.
He said that, though life was empty without enchantments
and miracles, no enchantment had any meaning until it
had been assimilated in common existence. A miracle is a
seed and no more; you must plant it in earth and cultivate
it if it is to bear fruit. When he said that, I think he was
understanding it for the first time, and perhaps I was
understanding him for the first time. And in the last few
months—this winter and spring—I have learned more
and more of him. I don't doubt him now."
"And I love him," Julie said quietly. Then: "Do you
think me a fool? What do you think of me?"
"Need I tell you?"
"Do you think that I am a woman who takes a delight
in confusing men's lives? Am I Lewis's enemy?"
Ramsdell stood uneasily, twining blades of grass over
his fist.
"Are you taking a delight in confusing a man's life at
this moment?" he asked.
"I? Now? Your life?"
"Good God!" Ramsdell exclaimed with a smile of
self-mockery. "Four syllables—and what destruction!
Nothing is more dangerous than a beautiful woman who
happens to forget how beautiful she is."
"Do you mean	"
"No, Julie, I don't mean that I love you. More than the
romantics suppose, love is a thing one permits or denies
to oneself—after the earliest attacks before which we are
all helpless. * .. But it makes me happy to walk here with

